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H. L. Davis 

There's tree-cotton, and cold days another year 
In which all her use is departed. This sad ghost 
That cries for love again, even the spirit is old. 
The hair which hangs against the dry breast is gray. 
The old dark dress is worn thin; and, wet and cold, 
She who wears it would enjoy love again, would lie 
In childbed over again. 

When I was her friend 
I thought she had been content: and see the gray hair 
Heavy and stained with water! Once she was vain, 
And now leaves stick upon her dress and her arms. 
Now she has left secrecy, and I am ashamed 
That we were less friends than ever I had dreamed. 

TO THE RIVER BEACH 

Let me go now, now that from grown alders leaves 
Have torn loose, and go flying close to the sand 
Along the black river-water. White rye-grass bends 
Under the wind, under the sky, toward water 
Where the pheasants feed, hiding; and the few willows, 
With dark alder leaves caught in them, join and part. 
I have not seen them for so long I see dark mouths 
Black with juice of berries, and I remember the children 
Who ran shaking the tall rye-grass. So they run 
And scatter as if caught in the wind, gathering 
The last beach fruit, late ripening, which they can save. 

H. L. Davis 
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